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Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: this is super not real 


Another older story ft. downtrodden James?? Yes. 


10/11/88 


The lights really do flicker when they do it. | always thought that was something they made up for old movies, 
but it's true. At least, it's true here. They won't shell out for better wiring, so we all know when it's happening. 


Or maybe that's why they don't do it. They want us to know. 


So. The lights flicker and buzz and the hair on your arms stands on end- from nerves or electricity l'm not 


sure. 


The chaplain keeps trying to talk to me. She's nice, really. Older than me but not old. She told me her name, not 


that | want to remember it. She tells me we don't have to talk about God or forgiveness and she sneaks me 


candy bars. Its not that | don't want to talk to her, it's that | don't want to talk to anyone. Everyone | care 
about is out there, and | don't want to care about anyone else. | don't think there's room in me to have 


another person to miss. 
That is, if I'll be able to miss people, or things. 


| miss my clothes, which isn't something | ever thought | cared that much about. The uniform doesn't itch or 
anything, but its ugly and the fabric is too thin. | look like a kid in baggy clothes, | hate it. "You are a kid," the 
chaplain said, which | packed away as a reason not to like her. I'm 25.1 should be too old to be offended at 
being called a kid, but it still stings. 


l'm gonna miss my hair too, | know that for sure. You always wanted to know how I'd look with short hair, but 


this is gonna be more than short. The warden seemed to enjoy telling me about that part, the prick. 


| won't be without it for long, which isn't really a comforting thought because once its gone I'll be gone too. | 
don't want to think about it but | have to. They'll put something on top of my head to send the voltage or 
whatever through me, and hair burns, slows the whole process down, makes it more painful, or so it was 


explained to me. 


| know its not a big deal all things considered, but thinking about how bad I'll look, and about pieces of me 
getting swept up and thrown in the trash makes me feel sick. There are strands of it stuck to my pillow, long 
and wavy and almost clear they're so blond. | hope they'll get wound into the fibers of it, that way the next 


person who uses it will know | was here, at least in a way while he's picking at them. 


| already miss you guys, which is fair since | haven't seen you. | know it's not your fault, so don't go feeling 
bad for yourselves. You can save that for me, ha-ha. Kidding. 


She did ask me once if | felt bad about it and | didn't have the energy to tell anyone else | didn’t kill the guy. | 


was drunk, but not so drunk | wouldn't remember being in a fight. | just shrugged when she asked. 


Mostly | feel sorry for myself, and for you guys because it's not fair you had to get stuck in all of this. I'm 
tired and | want to sleep but I'm scared the more | sleep the sooner itll be. You'd tell me to try deep 
breathing meditation or some other weird euro bullshit. I'm gonna miss hearing about Yoga and tennis and 


other stupid things you like, man 


I/4/88 


| want to go home. | woke up this morning thinking | was gonna roll over and see the wall at Kirk's mom's house 
all covered in posters, and | couldn't stop myself from crying when all | saw was white brick Its the same kind 


of brick they had in high school, actually. | don't remember much of high school, but | remember that. 


She brought a magazine today, | think she was trying to cheer me up. Hit Parader, it's new. | flipped through it 
trying to make myself feel better, but it just reminded me of what I'm missing. That should be us in there. I'm 


sorry. 


Its not that | think I'm so important you can't move on without me, but humor me, okay? And | know l'm good. 
I'm gonna be missed, at least by you. | want to be posing for stupid photoshoots with you all like the bands in 
this dumb magazine. | want to see you. 


| don't know if they're giving you these, but if they are, please try. | know what they said about you guys 


coming around, but l'm losing it. | need you. | love you. 


Even if you can't come, I'm gonna pretend you're on your way to take me home. You wouldn't mind, | don't 


think 


2/15/89 

It's not happening as soon as | thought it would. You probably know that, though. They keep pushing the date 
back and back and back with all the appeals. | want to be happy about it, or at least relieved, but part of me 
wants to get it over with. If | can't go home what's the point? 


| miss you. The chaplain brought me some old Archie comics to read, which | know you'd think is lame but 


they're kind of nice. Corny but happy and bouncy, which | guess | need. Smiling feels weird. 


| had a dream last night about that little apartment we crammed ourselves into right after high school. | 
bitched about sharing a bed with you, but | never really minded. You always kept me warm. | always ended up 


the little spoon somehow. 
You're like that, you know? Always protecting us. | got your letter, by the way. You're right, if anyone could 
talk their way into here, it would be you. l'm gonna take a break from writing for a couple days, | think. | want 


it to feel fresh if- when | see you. 


Until next time, 


Ch. 2 


Author's Notes: 
Yeah this one hurt 


(Also alternate history for the win) 


3/12/89 


| wish they'd have let everyone else come too. | wish they would have let me touch you for more than a five 
second hand shake. | thought seeing you would have been enough after a year of letters and phone calls, but 
I'm greedy, it figures. I'm telling you now what | was too shy to tell you in front of all the guards. It's like they 
think | killed someone, ha-ha 


Maybe | was also too shy to say it to your face, | don't know. | feel like | wasted our time, man. So here you 


go: 


l- you looked nice. You looked so good and normal and familiar it made me tear up. | don't know if you noticed, 
but if you did you're the best for not mentioning it ‘cause | would have lost it. 


2- I'll bank on the memory of feeling your hand touching mine until | can see you again. Please don't tell anyone 


else | said that, they'll laugh me to death before anything else can happen. 
3- You're my best friend. 


That's it for now. | don't remember if | told you to tell Cliff thanks for the magazines, but tell him again Give 


him a hug from me. l'm sure he'll love that, ha. 


1/12/89 

l'm not sending this one. l'm sending you the nicer letter, the fair one with the congratulations and well-wishes 
because you guys do not deserve to put your career on hold because of me. | told you all to move on. | told 
you to find someone else because at the time | thought it was best. | still do. 


But fuck, | didn't think it would hurt so bad. | think about him standing up there playing our songs and singing 
our lyrics and it makes me jealous, hateful. Even his goddamn name pisses me off. Jason, Jason, Jason. Its a 


yuppie bullshit name. 


The worst part is that I've seen him play and met him once or twice back when we were kids and | know he's 


gonna be great. He's a good musician and he's nice which makes me feel worse because | can't even hate him 


the right way. 
| cried all morning over this and | feel so fucking stupid. Everything in me aches. 


| want to be forgiving. | want to be the way l'm presented by the people trying to get me out- a martyr to 
the idea that long hair and heavy metal don't make you a bad person. But god, | want to punch something. 


1/12/89 
| got the news today. l'm so proud of you guys, | mean it. The chaplain convinced the warden to let me keep 


the tape deck and headphones you sent, and l'm excited as fuck to hear the demo. 
I've got a pretty bad headache so I'll keep this one short. Love you all. Don't give Newkid too hard a time. 
8/3/84 


| got my cards today! Perfect timing. | hung Kirk's Camaro drawing on my wall and its already made my 


birthday a lot happier. Don't tell him | like it this much, though, or he'll get a big(ger) head. 


| really appreciate what you wrote me, dude. | love you too. | wonder how many times we've written that vs. 


saying it out loud? 


I'm feeling sort of hopeful today, which is funny because birthdays inside are supposed to be the worst. You 
guys made it better, though. That, and | have sort of a good feeling about my next court date. | don't know 
why, | just do. 


8/23/84 


| am never going to leave here. 


| won't ever play again. | won't sit around shooting the shit and getting stoned or lay in the grass or drive my 


car. 
Never. The word keeps rolling around in my too-light head and setting my teeth on edge. 


Court was a joke. | barely got a word out before | was back in here, staring at the high school cinderblocks, 


where | will stay until they kill me. 


They cut off my hair. | shouldn't care so much but | do, and | don't know if they'll ever let me grow it back. 
They said it was to look presentable for the judge but | don't think that's the reason 


I'm not even embarrassed to say | cried the whole time, watching a huge pile of it build up on the floor. It was 
so pretty, man. | never realized. The guy cutting it laughed at me when | tried to put a little bit in my pocket 


to keep, this wheezy fucking smoker laugh. l'm not me anymore. 


The chaplain tried to pat my shoulder and say | looked okay but | told her to leave me alone. | don't want her. | 
want you. I'm gonna go to bed now and try to dream about things going back to normal and maybe when | wake 


up it'll all be okay again 


| wish they'd get it over with. 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
The third and final installment, because I've lost control of my life. (I'l likely revise it later, but I'm stoked to 


have actually completed something!) 


10/11/12 


If you're reading this you already know how it ends. | guess that was obvious from the start, huh? One thing 


or the other was going to happen, and now here we are. 


| know | haven't written to you like this in years, but I'm feeling nostalgic and an email or phone call won't do it. 
God, | sound old. | guess | am old, actually. | know | thought forty-nine was older than a motherfuck when | 


first came here. 


| thought today would feel different than every other day, but it didn't, not at first. | got up, showered, ate, 
listened to the radio. | did stare around the room longer than normal, really taking things in. | guess | was 


trying to memorize the way everything looked right then, right there. | don't know. 


| was going to give up when they stopped letting you guys visit me. | never told you that because | didn't feel 
like freaking you out any more than you already were, but | guess now is as good a time as any to tell you 
that. No amount of support mail or phone calls could make up for those five seconds of touch every few 


months. 
| don't think you'll be shocked to know | missed your stupid little handshakes the most. 


| didn't start to feel any different until the chaplain- Rachel, her name is Rachel- came to tell me goodbye. We 
were both leaving that day, her to her family in Seattle and me to the great unknown. | did that dorky-ass 


thing where | waved until | couldn't see her anymore. She was a good friend, all things considered, 


Then there were the guards to clear out all my shit from the walls, including my good old Camaro- don't 


worry, Kirk, | saved thot. 


We didn't have much to say to each other which was okay by me. The guy who held me down and cut all my 
hair off twenty-three years ago nodded at me, | nodded back. Then they were all gone along with any sign that 


the little cell had ever been mine. 


The warden himself came to see me off. Led me all the way down the hall and talked while | tuned him out, 


trying to hear anything else. | didn't really care what he had to say, even if it was sorry. 


I'm not twenty-five anymore and the clothes | wore here didn't fit, but it still felt good to have them back. 
The woman behind the clerk's desk gave me what they had on hand in my size, and wearing jeans again felt so 
fucking weird, man. Good, but weird. 


| changed clothes in the bathroom of the visitor's lobby and looked at myself in the mirror for a long time. 
lm a person," | thought. | kept turning my head quickly and looking back to make sure it was really me. 


| have to write this down so I'll never forget, but | don't think | could anyway. 
You scared the shit out of me. Where do you get off sneaking up on a dude like that, huh? 


Fuckin’ look at you!" You said, and then you were hugging me and | couldn't stop myself from crying, real 


belly-shaking crying. 


‘Its okay, bud, it's okay," you kept saying. You let me cry myself out and stroked my hair until | was all sleepy 
and deliriously happy and the clerk came to kick us out. 


| kept the window down in the car and wouldn't stop sticking my hand out even though you kept telling me it'd 
get chopped off by a street sign and then I'd REALLY never play again. It would have been worth it just to feel 
that wind coming off the beach. 


There was only the one bed in the hotel room, and I'll ask you in the morning if that was for old time's sake or 


if you just knew I'd need you close. | only stopped clinging to you to write this, then I'll get right back to it. 


| took another shower for good measure and spent another half hour looking at myself, taking in the years this 
time. My hair's almost long again Guess they must have realized the monthly sheep shearing was bad PR the 
more people outside- thanks to you guys- talked about me. 


It's more grey than blond, though, which is a head trip. 


"| like the stache," you said. That made me smile, and | realized how long it had been since I'd seen myself do 


that. 


"You're beautiful," you said. | don't know how much | believe that yet, but | believe you think so and that's 


enough for now. 


Tomorrow we'll make the rest of the drive down to your place- my place too for the time being. I'll see the 
rest of the guys, probably feel awkward, but its a start. | don't know exactly how to be me, but I'm trying. I'l 
re-callous my fingers on my old guitars and tease Cliff for his goddamn bell bottoms and maybe even share a 


cigar with Newkid if I'm feeling charitable. 


For once | don't know exactly how tomorrow will play out, and that's pretty fuckin’ exciting. | do know that 
when | wake up I'll see you hogging the blankets instead of a brick wall, and that's even better. 


My eyes are getting tired and the lamp light is bound to wake you up, so here | come. 


All my love, 
J. 


